his soul. Abdul prefers one Kashmiri hand-maiden
in this world to a dozen houris in the next.

The crowds swirl slowly beneath us, vanishing
into narrow alleys and passage-ways on either
side of the street, where lean dogs nose and snarl
among the offal. From the uttermost confines
of China to the walls of Jerusalem men come to
Peshawar, bringing the commerce of a continent.
Semites with corkscrew curls from Herat and
Merv and merchants from Kashgar who have
come down across the lonely Pamirs and the
Malakand mingle with the men of the Zakka
Khel. Here comes a group of gay lads from the
uplands of Tirah, new to the city, bent on the
delights of civilization and charas. In front of
them saunter the more sophisticated youths of
the plains, hand in hand, with roses behind their
ears and their collyrium-painted eyes coquettishly
glancing about and returning stare for stare.
Beggars, thieves, dwarfs, human monstrosities
with seal-like flippers where their arms ought
to be, clowns, fakirs, rose-sellers, and purveyors
of charas move on equal terms with handsome
Roman-nosed Afridis, bobbed-haired bandits
from Black Mountain, shaggy men from Yark-
and, and scarlet-turbaned Rajput sepoys.
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